White Parts 


Author: Scotchy 


Bands: Megadeth 


Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jan 23 2005 17:55:45 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


White Parts 


Author's Notes: 


JW Marriott Hotel Rio de Janeiro, 1991 


"Owl! Ow, ow, ow..OWIll" 


‘lm sorry. I'm not trying to hurt you." Secretly | grinned, slathering cocoa butter all over his red and blistering 


back. "I told you to wear sunscreen, but no, you never listen to me, do you?" 
"Well, fucking helll | was only in direct sun for an hour!" 


"Try two and a half." 


| worked my way up from the middle of his back to his shoulders. | noticed that his skin was so burnt that his 


freckles had practically disappeared. He was all the same color now. Red. 
"Jesus, you should have made me. You should have fucking hit me in the head with it. My god, this hurts." 


| squirted more lotion into my hand and rubbed my palms together. This time | started at his lower back, right 


where his swimming trunks had protected a small square of him from the sun's radiation 
"I don't know how in the hell I'm going to play tomorrow. | won't even be able to put on a fucking t-shirt!" 


Again | smiled. Like the world was going to suffer by seeing Dave Mustaine play guitar without a shirt on 
Heaven help us all. 


"Well, at least you had your baseball cap on You could have burnt and blistered your face too." 


With much groaning, he eased over on his side to look back at me. That's when | noticed his face was red. Not 
as red as his back, but pink on the bridge of his nose and his cheekbones looked like someone had dusted them 


generously with womer's blush. 


"You're gonna freckle." 


| stifled a smile, holding it until he turned back around. | loved his freckles. | mean, | didn't like that he got 
himself burnt to a crisp, coasting around in the pool on a swim float, but | did like it when he was tan. | also 
liked watching him tan. Countless hours I'd spent over the past few summers sitting beside him on a lounge 
chair at someone's pool, his skin coated and glistening with delicious smelling coconut oil. My mouth would water 
at the sight and smell of him. Hell, it was watering now as my memory conjured up the image of him 
slathering it on his arms, his legs, his stomach. | remember how he would sort of time himself so that his 
front didn't get more time in the sun than his back, and when he would turn to lie on his stomach, his ass 
would wiggle as he tried to get comfortable, his feet pigeon-toed in as he laid flat. Those are my favorite 


memories of Dave, my favorite things. 
"Maybe you should take your shorts off.” 


He let a heavy sigh and pushed his ass up into the air. "Can you ease them off for me? It hurts to even move 


my arms." 
"The shit | have to endure..." | rolled my eyes playfully, although he didn't see it. 
"Watch my legs. Ow..ow..ow." 


He bent his knees, bringing his feet up into the air as | pulled his shorts off the rest of the way. Immediately | 
had to suck back a laugh. His ass was as white as a sheet. His butt cheeks looked like two rounded balls of 


dough, waiting to be put into the oven. Shit, they practically glowed compared to the rest of him. 


| put more lotion into my hand and tried to remember which parts of his body | had already covered. 
Everything. I'd already lotioned him up on all his burnt parts. The only parts | hadn't worked on were the parts 
that had been under his shorts, the white parts. 


"What are you doing, Junior?" he asked as | began rubbing my hands over his ass. 


| got out too much lotion. | had to find some place to use it. It's not like | can put it back into the squeeze 


bottle." 


| could see his eyes peering at me over his shoulder, his head resting on his folded arms, watching, untrusting. 
Dave never really liked anyone playing with his ass. He never said so, but | knew it made him feel vulnerable, 
exposed. Good thing he couldn't see my lap in his line of vision. | knew | was making a little pop tent in my swim 
trunks. That would have set off the ass alert alarm for sure. 


"Will you just relax? Maybe this will take your mind off the pain" 
"Yeah, maybe you're right” 


He huffed out a breath and closed his eyes. Eagerly | went back to work on him, patting and smoothing my 
fingers over his cheeks. | could feel the tiny hairs bristle up on his skin. I'm sure he was cold in the hotel 
room air conditioning. Sunburn does that. He didn't complain though, so maybe he liked me doing this to him. 
The other option would be to get under the bed covers and | would have to stop touching him like this for him 
to do that. 


His eyes popped open when | squeezed more lotion out. The bottle made a spitting sound as it shot liquid 
straight onto his ass. | watched as some of it eased into the valley between his cheeks. Bingo. That's exactly 
what | was hoping for. | had good reason now to run my fingers there. 

| walked my knees to straddle his legs. My thighs tensed trying to keep myself from sitting on his burnt skin. | 
was uncomfortable but | could see him now full on, his gorgeous, two, white, rounded swells of ass. | rubbed 
both hands on him, making circles on each cheek, every time moving my thumbs closer and closer towards the 
center crease, spreading them a little. 

"Leave my ass hole alone, Junior.” 

‘lm not doing anything. l'm just trying to get the lotion out. You don't want it to dry there, do you?" 


Silence for a minute. "No, | guess not" 


He closed his eyes again as | gently ran my finger down the center line. | felt a slight swell and a pucker as my 
finger ran across it. Quickly | shifted my eyes to his face, to see if he was watching me. He wasn't. His eyes 


were still closed He almost looked like he was asleep. | made another pass over it. This time | felt him twitch 


beneath my fingertip, a little clench. | looked at him again. His eyes remained closed. 


Swallowing down a gulp, | eased his cheeks apart. | could see it now, see his little treasure. I'd never wanted to 
get inside a guy's ass before, but | wanted into his. | wanted to know what he found so alluring in penetrating 
me, and | also wanted to show him the pleasure he'd shown me. | stared at it, my mouth still watering. | had 
expected to be disgusted by it, but | wasn't. It was just more flesh, a dot with little creases surrounding it, 
almost like a tiny flower or a miniature sun. | wanted to touch it, lick it, press into it. My eyes were fixed 
there, like if | looked away, it would be stolen from me. 


| traced my finger from the top of the crease down. This time, when | met the pucker, | let myself linger 
there a little longer. Dave didn't say anything. He didn't squirm and he didn't make any sign of protest. For a 
moment, | thought to try to push in, but | didn't want to without lots of lubrication. | didn't want to hurt him 
and scare him off. 

My free hand tapped along the bed beside me, searching for the bottle of lotion. | shook it, trying to work the 
rest of the cocoa butter up to the spout. This time, when | squeezed it, a lot came out. Dave jumped when the 
cold liquid hit his skin. 

"Jesus Christ, Junior! Fucking warm it up a little bit, will yal" 

"Sorry" 

Quickly | swirled my finger in the dollop, pushing what | could down into the crease of his ass. | was breathing 
heavy now. | probably had been for awhile; it's only that | just now realized it. | had the strong urge to rub my 
cock. | could feel the coolness of a wet spot I'd created in my shorts each time | moved. | pivoted my hips, 
pushing against the fabric. It wasn't enough friction. It just made me more crazed, more thick headed. 

"Can you spread your legs?" | asked through laborious huffs of breath. 


He turned part way on his side to look at me. His eyes were half-lidded, sleepy. 


"You better not be thinking of.. Look, Junior, no one does that to me. | can do it to you, but that's it. Nobody 
fucks me." 


| could feel my body shake with wanting. My heart was pounding like I'd run cross country. | didn't want this to 


stop. | was so close. 
"What if.what if | just touch it? | won't put anything in. | just want to touch it. C'mon, Dave." 
He bit into his bottom lip, his face turning side to side. He was denying me. He was telling me no. 


"C'mon, you don't trust me?" 


Two dark eyes blinked, wheels spinning in the brain behind them. 

"You promise?" 

Huffing out breaths, | nodded. "Yeah..yeah..| swear. | just want to touch it” 

Dave moistened his lips and shifted again. His legs slowly moved apart and | got to my knees on the floor, lying 
my chest on the bed in between them. My nose was about four inches away from his ass. | took in a deep 
breath. All | could smell was the sweetness of cocoa butter. | began to wonder what it would taste like. 
Trembling, | cupped my hands to his cheeks and spread them again. There was the little flower. | swallowed 
down a gulp of saliva My mouth was watering like crazy. Hesitantly, | moved my face forward, my lips 
touching him first, then my tongue. Sweet. He tasted so sweet. That's when | heard Dave moan. Wait, maybe it 
was me. The wet spot on my shorts was growing. | bucked against the bed trying to satisfy its demand. The 
sensations of fabric were still just a weak tease. 


"Oh my god, that feels so good." 


That was Dave. | smiled as | continued pressing my tongue on his little pucker. Flick, flick, flick. Press. One long 


lap. Flick, flick, flick 
"Oh, Jesus. Fuck, Junior. My god, you're good at that." 


| lifted up on my elbows. "See what you've been missing?" | tried to catch my breath. "And there's so much 


more, Dave, so much more." 


| pressed my finger to him this time, rubbing in little circles. The pucker eased a bit, allowing me to get the tip 
in. He whined a little, tilting his hips to ease me out. 


"You promised." 

"lm not putting it in. l'm just massaging you. | swear. | didn't stick it in" 

"Just.don't. mean it" 

| put my mouth to him again so my hand could pull down my swim trunks. | couldn't keep myself from it 
anymore. | needed to touch my cock. Frantically | yanked on it, lubricating my dick with the precum that had 
been wetting my shorts. | was officially insane now. | felt myself just fall away from reality at that moment. | 


would have cut off my right arm to get my cock inside him. | wanted him that bad. | needed it. 


"Oh, Dave..please," | whined, the heat of my breath bouncing off his ass and enveloping my face. "Please" 


| already told you..no.” 
"Oh god. | want to feel you so bad." 
"No, Junior. Just get away from me if you can't handle it." 


| forced my mouth further in between his cheeks, trying to bite him, trying to hurt him. | was aching that 
much. My hand continued stroking my cock. | tried to imagine my hand was his ass. | thrust against it, humping 
it. My mind wasn't buying it. | had to start from the beginning. 


| would have rose to my feet at the foot of the bed and then got to my knees in between his legs. | would 
have rubbed his ass cheeks some more, relishing the texture of his skin between my fingertips. Patiently and 
gently, | would have put the head of my cock to that sweet, little pucker. | would have eased it in slowly, 
checking his face for any signs of discomfort or pain. The idea would be for him to enjoy it, for him to feel 
the pleasure of being penetrated, the letting go, the release. And when he was relaxed and ready, | would push 
in deeper. A long, slow stroke back. A long, slow stroke in. | would continue working him this way until he cried 
out for more, cried out to be ravaged, taken. And then | would thrust with all my power, getting in as far as 
my cock would let me. I'd seek out the most soft and fragile of his insides, the wettest, most secret parts of 
him, the still-innocent, child parts, the parts of him that would allow himself to be embraced, to be loved. His 
white parts. And | would stab into him there, staking my territory, claiming him for my own. 


It was at this moment that | heard him cry out. My eyes snapped open and | rushed back into my body, into 
the here and now. Reality. | was at the foot of the bed, my mouth still on him, the taste of cocoa butter on 
my tongue, my wilting cock in my hand, semen dripping off my fingers. 


| rose up to lay my head on his ass, my cheek to his cheek At least I'd made some headway. At least | was a 
little closer. | closed my eyes and listened to the winding down of his breathing, the easing of his body. | had 
won a little part of him. | could be thankful for that. | lifted my head up to look at his face, the sight of pure 
bliss that | had put there. 


Maybe one day..one day..he'll give in to me..and give me what | want more than anything in this world. 


His white parts. ;-) 


